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enjoyable; the music is light and varied enough for afternoon
digestion without any compromise as to artistic quality; and the
programs, which strike the happy medium between the bare list
of pieces and the heavily manufactured "analysis" with quota-
tions (so useful in keeping your eyes on the music and your ears
off it), are given without fee. If the experiment fails, it will only
shew that the public has not as much good sense as Albeniz. On
the afternoon in question Arbos played the Mendelssohn con-
certo with pianoforte accompaniment, which, played by Albeniz,
was by no means the least interesting part of the performance.
Arbos is a smooth, finished executant, seldom at fault in his in-
tonation. Once it is understood that he is not a first-rate player,
such as Isaye, Sarasate, or Remenyi, he will disappoint no reas-
onable person. Madame Belle Cole and Mr Hirwen Jones sang
the charming old duet from Spohr's God, Thou art Great; and
Albeniz played Chopin's Berceuse and Impromptu in his own
manner, dainty without triviality. Why, I wonder, has he dropped
those Brassin transcriptions of the rainbow bridge in Das Rhein-
gold, and the fire charm and Valkyrie ride in Die Walkiire, which
the Wagner Society made him get up? His performances of these
were highly effective; and Stavenhagen's success with the Liszt
transcription of Isolde's last song shews that the public appetite
for Wagner is so sharp for the moment that they would rather
have transcriptions than nothing; whilst the hit Paderewski made
with the Don Juan fantasia suggests the possibility of reviving
that form of composition. I fancy that this is the field in which
Albeniz might find the largest and freshest scope for his peculiar
talent. He has not the temperament for Beethoven and Schu-
mann, nor the inhumanity to visit Brahms upon us. With
Mozart he is not at home except when bringing out the exquisite
prettiness of the shallowest end of his work. I almost wish he
would try a fantasia of Thalberg's just to see how a modern
audience would stand it. I mean, of course, one of his own.
audiences, and not a crowd of those aborigines who unexpectedly
descended on St James's Hall last year, when Madame Teresa
Carreno began to slash away at Gottscnalk's Pasquinade,
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